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That's nice... now . 
run along, huh,? 





WM wwp/pm't 

YA MM 
ANY BRB5EWS? 



Oh, didn't 
I? Wen... 



Then. I'll 
hring hirrt. 
a nice bone 
this time. 



f/£'S 60r BONBS 
HEHASNT dug 
UP YET' 




" t Tey. PADl You gonna bring our presents 
XI home tonight? Huh, Dad?" 
Little Kenneth and Kathryn Shaw nung on 
the tails of the topcoat their father was putting 
on. "What do you mean, me?" he asked, pre- 
tending to be puzzled. "/';« not Santa Claus!" 

Kenneth and Kathryn laughed, because this 
was their favorite joke. "Yes you are. Dad! 
We aaw you In Dolman's department store just 
yesterday!" Mr.. Shaw laughed, a hearty laugh 
that made him a good department More Santa 
Claus. "That's right, so 1 ami Well, I'll see 
what I can do — but it won't be until Christmas 
Eve.** 

Then his smrie Disappeared as 'Mrs. Shaw 
came from the kitchen to bid him goodbye on 
his way to, work. Her eyes were worried, and 
there were sharp lines around her mouth. Mr. 
Shaw stooped to hug the two children. 

"Do yuu know what S. C. jiands for, besides 
Santa Claus?" he asked gen"'. 

"I know!" Kenneth said proudly. "South 
Carolina! Where Uncle Bill lives!" 

"Well, yes," Mr. Shaw said. "But I was think- 
ing of the Spirit of Christmas. That's — well, 
you know what you learned in Sunday school. 
It's more blessed to give than to receive." 

"Gosh, Dad!" Kathryn said. "We don't have 
anything to give, so somebody better get the 
Spirit of Christmas and give us something!" 

Mr. Shaw straightened. "All right, kids ! Run 
and make your beds. See you tonight." As the 
children ran off, he turned to Mrs. Shaw. 
"Smart kids," he grinned. "They have an an- 
swer for everything!" But his wife didn't smile 
back at him. 

"I wish / had the answer, George," she said 
anxiously. "About Christmas for the children, 
I mean. Kenneth wants a hike so badly, and 
Kathryn really should have some dresses..." 

"I know, I know," George Shaw said wear- 
ily. "But yotf know how show business is this 
time of year. There just aren't any plays open- 
ing, and nothing doing in radio. I was lucky to 
ffet this Santa Claus job for ths hnlidavs." 



"7 didn't mean that, George," she said. 
"You're a fine actor, and I know some day you'll 
get into a hit play. But I was thinking — maybe 
on Christmas Eve, the prices at the store might 
be reduced and you could get the children what 
they want." 

"I hope so, dear. We'll see. Good bye, now." 
And he went out of their little apartment, and 
down the stairs to the snowy New York street, 

He usually walked downtown to Dolman's 
store to save subway fare, but the snow was 
turning to wet slush, and his shoes were none 
too good, so he took the subway and entered the 
toy department of Dolman's well ahead of time. 

"Glad to see you on time for a change," 
snapped Mr. Primrose, In charge of the depart- 
ment. "Children are waiting for you already— 
hurry up and get into your costume!" 

So that was his thanks for being early, George 
Shaw thought grimly as he got into the heavy 
padding, the suit and the beard that trans 
formed him into Santa Claus, But by the time 
he was putting the finishing touches on hi 
makeup, he was whistling. He loved acting, an 
he loved children, and this job was made t< 
order for him. If only It lasted all year! 

Crossing the floor to Santa's throne, his eye 
roved over the glittering display of bicycles, am 
for a moment his heart sank. He didn't, thin) 
there would be any price reductions on Christ 
mas Eve. He had just been encouraging hi 
wife, hoping that somehow he could get Ken 
neth and Kathryn what they wanted. 

But soon he was busy, listening to the chil 
dren, laughing, and letting them pull his firmlj 
fastened whiskers to prove they were "real' 

Toward the end of the day, he noticed 
richly-dressed woman dragging her protestin 
little boy toward him. "Don't wanna see Sant 
Claus!" the little boy whined. "Don't wannr ' 
talk to him!" 

"Now, dear, jttst mind Mother," the womaf 1 
said, pushing him toward Santa's threw 
George Shaw lifted the boy to his knee a»* 
lautrhed heart ITv. 



"What's all this?" he asked. "Don't you be- 
lieve in-Santa Claus?" 

"You're not Santa Claus!' the boy said de- 
fiantly. "You just work here 1" 

"That's right," Mr. Shaw smiled. "But I'm 
the real Santa's helper, and if you tell me what 
you want, I'll try to see that you get it." 

"I can get anything I want without you!" the 
boy said, struggling to get down. "I can have 
any old thing in this whole store if I want itl" 

George Shaw noticed the boy's Eton suit. It 
must have cost more than the bicycle his own 
little boy wanted. He glanced at the jewels glit- 
tering at the throat of the boy's mother, the 
costly fur wrap around her shoulders. They had 
everything, and lie couldn't afford a decent 
Christmas for his own family. Weil, he'd teach 
this spoiled little rich boy something! 

"Listen, son " he said gently. "When you go 
to a birthday party, you don't expect to receive 
presents, do you J You're supposed to give pres- 
ent!" 

The rjoy, surprised, stopped struggling. 
"Huh?" he said. "This isn't a birthday party. 
This is Christmas I" 

"But that's what Christmas is," Mr. Shaw 
told him. "We're celebrating the birthday of 
the little boy, Jesus. And lie said Himself, it's 
better to give than to receive. That's the way 
He want's it, on His birthday. Why, do you knuW 
what my own little boy and girl are going to 
gel for Christmas? Nothing! They understand 
the re»! Spirit of Christmas is just to be glad 
tlyit Jesus was born, don't you see?" (Al least, 
I hope they understand, he thought.) 

"Yeah, I guess so," the boy said slowly. He 
slipped from Mr. Shaw's knee and went to his 
mother. As they walked away, Mr. Shaw saw 
that they were talking and once or twice the 
Human louked back with a strange expression. 

George Shaw knew that his job didn't call 
for talking to Children that way, but when he 
thought- of the empty, space theVe would be 
under his own Christmas tree, he just had to 
explain the real meaning of Christmas to the 
little boy who could have "any old thing in the 
store" if he v wantcd it. 

At last the closing bell sounded, and he went 
to Die dressing room to change into his street 
clothes. He was_just knotting his tie when Mr. 
Primrose, the department manager, burst in. 

"Now what have you done?" he demanded. 
"There must have been a very strong complaint , 
ugainst you. Mr. Dolman, the president of the 
store, wants to see you in his private office! 
Well, get moving!" - 

Stunned, George Shaw walked to the eleva- 
tor. As the car carried him toward the pent- 
house olticc of the president (if the store, there 
was ' a sinking feeling in his .stomach that 
wasn't just caused by the upward rush of the 
elevator. The rich little boy's mother must have 
complained about him. He was going to be fired, 
unci lose the salary for the remaining days to 
Christmas. 



In the president's reception room, the secre- 
tary looked at him queerly. "Mr. Shaw? Go 
right in. Mr, Dolman is expecting you." 

And in the president's luxurious office, a 
heavy-set;- grim-faced man regarded him.from 
behind a massive desk. "Sit down, Shaw," he 
said curtly. ' \ 

As George Shaw sank into a leather chair, the 
president went on, "My wife tells me that you- 
gave our little boy quite a lecture on Christmas, 
today." His cold gray eyes took in Shaw's 
stunned surprise. 

"Your little boy!" So that's why the boy had 
said he could have anything in the store! "I — I 
didn't know who he was, Mr. Dolman. I thought 
he was just. . ." 

"Justa spoiled little rich boy, is that it?" Mr. 
Dolman snapped, He got up and turned to look 
out the window at the gaily-lit city below. 
"Well, that's just what he is," he said quietly, 
and his shoulders sagged. "Or- what he has been, 
up until your little talk." 

He turned, and now his eyes were warm. "Do 
you know what he wants now? He doesn't want 
any toys this Christmas. Instead, he wants to 
give those he has to children who aren't getting 
any — your children — so they can enjoy Jesus' 
birthday party, as he calls it. They will be de- 
livered to your home in the morning."' ,. 

"Well — thank you, sir," George Shaw stam- 
mered. 

"Don't thank me," Mr. Dolman said. "I'm 
thanking you — for teaching my son something 
of the real meaning of Christmas. And I've 
been checking on your background. I happen to 
know several play producers in town, and I'm 
putting in a good word for you with all of them. 
In the meantime, here is something to help you 
celebrate the coming — er— Birthday." 

George Shaw stared at the check the presi- 
dent handed him. "1 — I don't know what to 
say!" 

Mr, Dolman chuckled. "You mean you're an 
actor, and you've forgotten your best line?" 

"I get it, sir!" George Shaw grinned. Then 
he laughed, his Santa Claus laugh, and as he 
opened the door In go, he called happily, "Merry 
Christmas, Mr. Dolman!" 




'eck the halls with boughs of holly, 
Fa, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la! 
"Pis the season to be jolly, 
Fa, la, la, la., la, la, la, la, la! 





Don we now our gay apparel , 
Fa, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la! 
Troll the ancient Yuletide carol, 
Fa, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, Za! 



See the blazing Yule before us, 
Fa, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la.' 
Strike the harp and join the chorus, 
Fa, la, la, la, 4a, la, la, la, la! 





Follow me in merry measure, 
Fa, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la.' 
While I tell of Yuletide treasure, 
Fa, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la! 



fljoftle 33<?ll5 



Vash ing through the snow 
In a one-horse open sleigh; 
O'er the fields we go, 
laughing all. the way! 
Bells on bob-tail ring, 
Making spirits bright; 
What fun it is to ride and sing! 
A- sleighing song tonight.' 




A day or two ago, 
I thought I'd tahe a ride; 
And soon .Miss Fanny Bright 
Was seated by my side. 
The horse was lean and larUc, 
Misfortune seem'd his lot; 
He got into a drifted bank, 
And we... we got upsott 





Jingle bells.' Jingle bells. 1 
Jingle all the way! 
Oh! what fun it is to ride 
In a one-horse open sleigh! 




Jingle bells! Jingle bells! 
Jingle all the way! 
Oh! What fun it i* to ride 
In a one-horse open sleigh! 



i^ood King Wenceslas looked out i . 
On the' feast of Stephen 
Whew the snow lay 'round about, 
Deep and crisp and even. 
Brightly shone the moon that night 
Though the frost was cruel, 
When a poor man came in sight, 
Gath'rin$ winter fuel. 





"Hither, page, and stand by me, 
If thou knows't it telling, 
Yonder peasant, who is he ? 
Where and what his dwelling?' 
"Sire, he lives a good league hence, 
Underneath the mountain, 
Right against the forest fence, 
By Saint Agnes' fountain." 



"Bring me flesh, and bring me wine, 
Bring me pine-logs hither; 
Thou and I shall see him dine, 
When we bear them thither." 
Page and monarch, forth they went. 
Forth they went together; 
Through the rude wind's wild lament 
And the .bitter weather. 




"Sire, -the night is darker now, 
And the wind grows stronger; 
Fails my heart, I know not how; 
I can go on no longer." 
"Mark my footsteps, my good page, . 
Tread thou in them baldly; 
Thou shalt find the winter's rage 
Freeze thy blood less coldly."" 



In his waster's steps he trod, 
Where the snow lay dinted; 
Heat was in the very sod. 
Which the Saint had printed. 
Therefore, Christian men, he sure, 
Wealth or rank possessing, 
Ye who now will bless the poor 
Shall yourselves find blessing. 




fat 



J»0N5 ASO, IN ENSLANP, THE PEOPLE CELEBRATE? 
CHRISTMAS FOR TWELVE PAYS, BEGINNING WITH 
CHRISTMAS PAY. THIS SONS IS AgOUT THOSE PAYS, 
ANP IT'S A LOT OF FUN TO SINS. 



On the first day of Christinas, 
My true love sent to me, 
A partridge in a pear tree. 





On the second day of Christmas, 
My true love sent to me, 
Two turtle doves 
And a partridge in a pear tree. 

On the third day of Christmas, 
My true love sent to me, 
Three French hens, two turtle doves, 
And a partridge in a pear tree. 



On the fourth day of Christmas, 

My true love sent to me^ 

Four calling birds, 

Three French hens, 

Two turtle doves, 

And a partridge in a pear tree. 



I 




On the fifth day of Christmas, 

My true love sent to me, 

Five gold rings, 

Four calling birds, 

Three French hens, 

Two turtle doves, 

And a partridge in a pear tree. 



SET THE IPEA NOW? ON THE SIXTH PAY, THE 
SEVENTH, ANP SO ON, YOU SIN© ALL THE WAY 
THEOUOH THE LIST TO "A PARTPIPSE IN A • 
PEAK TREE." 



e Sixth oav or 

seventh 
eighth 
nineth 
terith 
eleventh 
twelfth 




ISM LOVE SFNT T0 



And a partridge in a pear tree 
Two turtle doves 
Three French hens 
Four calling iirds 
Five gold rings 

— Six geese a-laying ' 
Seven swans a-layin^ 
Eight maids a-milking 
'Nine ladies dancing 

— Ten lords a- leaping 
■Eleven pipers piping 

' — Twelve drummers drumming 



She ¥ir$£tlow£lh 





,S*&a first Nowell -tlis angel aid «ay, 
Was to. certain poor shepherds in. fields as they Jay; 
In fields where th«y lay keeping their sheep, 
On a cold winter's night that- was ee> deep 

Nowell, Now»llj 
Novell, No well! 
Bora, ia ths Kind at Israel ! 

They looked, up and saw sl star 
Shining in the east, beyond them, far 
And to the earth it gave great light, 
And so it continued both day ana night, 

Nowell, Nowell! 
Nowell, Nowell ! 
Eorn is the King of Israel ! 

This star drew nigh to the northwest, 
O'er Bethlehem it took its rest, 
And there it did hoth stop and stay 
Sight over the place where Jesus lay, 

Nowell, Nowell! 
Nowell, Nowell! 
Bona, is the King of Israel! 

Then enter 'd in chose wise men tnree, 
Fu.ll rev'rently upon their Knee, 
And offer' d there, in his presence. 
Their gold and myrrh and frankincense. 

Nowell, Nowell! 
Nowell, Nowell! 
Born is the King of Israel ! 





Guess who THIS is!?! It's Santa Claus! 



Yes — you can play Santa by cutting out this mask along the heavy black line. 
•Paste It on heavy paper or light cardboard the same shape. Then ask your 
fofks for a box of "absorbent cotton", and paste it on your mask where shown, 
for Santa's eyebrows, mustache, whiskers, and hair. 




Now, Dasher! Now, Dana. 
• Now, Pr&ncer and Vixen/ 
On, Comet/ On, Cupid/ 
On, Ponner a.nd Blitzen . 





Next, cut out a piece of heavy 
cardboard in the same size 
circle. Paste this on one 
side of it. 



CHRISTMAS TREE ORNAMENT.' 




Then <Z£/T 77^ Ctfr and paste on 
other side of the cardboard. Now you 
have your Dennis tree decoration / 
Punch a hole at the top and hang 
on your tree with a string . 



C MON! GET YOUR 
CRAYONS OUT... 




— \ "And as soon as I empty my stuff out of it J>/ 
V Christmas morning, I'll bring it right back Tffllmt 
*T to you." 



A PUZZLE RHYME 

Santa had eight reindeer. . . 
Do you £ww them each by rut me? 
It's not too hard to learti them. 
If you'll just play this oamel 



1. Number One ran so fast, a 'regular flasher 

That Santa gave this one the name of , 

2. This one was graceful, and when she ran, sir. 

She leaped through the air like a ballet ,_. 

3. This one reared . up like the horse of a lancer/ 
And that's why Santa Claus called him . 

4. Number Four was so playful, with so many .tricks in 
Her nature that she was a cute little r _ 

5. The ground hardly knew that this one was on it... 
■He shot through the air like a starry . 

6. This one was pretty, arid far from stupid, 

Such a loyable deer that he was called ' .. 

7. So gentle, you'd hardly know you were on her... 
This is the one that Santa called ._. 

8. - The nearest to Santa... that's the place it's in... 

This is the deer that Santa called . 



-I3UU0Q 



HERES A CHRISTMAS CRIB 
yVC/CM MAKE! 

^)ou can make the Nativity scene, below by cutting out 
the stable and the figures on the next two pa^es. Paste 
the cutouts on cardboard, bend back the flaps, and they 
can. be arranged underneath your Christmas tree, or on 
a window sill, or on a table in your room. 




You, can make the scene- more realistic by placing them 
on cotton batting, to represent snow, and by putting 
straw in the foreground, with Christmas tree branches 
in the background. 



. \ZfU You TbP ^ 

bS von 

tote of o™* <f^ 

G-OODStUFf. 

AA/vP AT YA i 




H3$@ WHAT I (YAVVT fflg 




itew CoivBorsoote 

.(two OFk/A) a Vo-w|JB" 

im t0)(l) mux Gums, 




ATtAVMAtE foR TeDj^ , 

to^A CAVlW CAWS 

CbokiK •„ J, n H 




W A W$OAt, -g. 

Ayr a ^ivJ^um...mS 

&H>3 Gftffl tost Ap "f 



efoFf... J-T*rt Six Ofc 'i-W^- 

_ WltH /A KlfE 'ttf&t 

ty/^«,TW*3 AL- 
WAYS TELIM 1 /Te 1v GO fLY 

A Kft£, AJA' YoU W>W 
A\£, ZMltA . . . I ALWAYS 
DO WAT I'M foi-D/ 

C^TOV) .... 




ftnowa* Special thihg- 

f meed fe A tEMMte ^ 

Butt ^lEfD -*toW0y 

OWE. AM' I 1/ICED w ft 

tmkt's / m.iv a 

to MteA^If? Op e Hot6i 

ao^f 



1 o o-e-H^tffc 




SAHtA ..But * KtED -A G-oM M 

, toi-P (Ht'a MEJCf 
poofc) At f Got 

e GoAt ah 1 i 

., ,, CAVl't f 1^0 It. 
SO jRf'MG /»\£ A GoAt, 

M I'll Grtye it to wi- 

l^iULiy , wa*5e wm -happy 

VHOH'T It? 3 ®V\&doM c 

*zmt\tt cams pot? W 

GoA% too., my Love em 1 



1 G-U£28 WAVZ AU. l MEED 
tfliS tFME, SAMtA. AAoM 
■ft DAD IMWt eo/He auf^ 
'AM cb DO AH' 

cAn wRffe nfete on/n ^r- 

ou? t.v. i$>m mam ... 
£i/ei/i iF^EDOkt mitii 

HAPPY, DOK'f K/E ? 
Tft*2 I? 




\ Got our Ctf AAM£V Alt 

HlC£ M' C|£AH For rou, 

5AHtA. M WAS itD/WTi 
But MO IV YoU lyoM't Gtf toU£ 
|2W1A 8ulf DfetYl ?o Don't 

foRQEt mm j live, ai/i 1 

UOK'tWRGEi AU tffE Stuff 
I WAt AM' Do/it fOte^r 
AlltttE flOORIcfoe, AH'Au 
tHE K\D8 !V\ Hoapif Aig. j 



xoxoxoX 




/ Oi course 1 
( can still get 
into if 





low i in its soma eemmsR/WtfonaRtsTWs'.' -an ton set yajRsFrouswAaAiis.Too?- 



